Birthday Gift 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Iron Maiden 

Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Apr 07 2018 02:23:32 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


0 


Author's Notes: 
Another one that | wrote eons ago, but never posted. If you enjoy it, please do leave a comment, it always 


keeps me more motivated to post stuff haha. Enjoy! 


It had started out as a joke. Steve's birthday night; the band on the road attempting to have some fun. Boozing 
in the tour bus, playing cards when nothing else was available. Somebody found a muffin to substitute a fancy 
birthday cake; lit a match for the bassist to blow out. Eventually, Nicko pointed out the disappointment Steve 
must be feeling without any lady company and said he would have taken them all to the finest strip club 
around had they been anywhere near a bigger city. But alas, they were in the middle of nowhere, and somehow 
it had Steve more relieved than dejected. Something about public nude performances had never suited him 


right, try as he might to conceal it amongst the boys. 


The relief however had soon turned to an awkwardly uncomfortable situation for Steve as the ever so buzzed 
Bruce chipperly exclaimed he was going to remedy the predicament. Before he could protest, Nicko was eagerly 
spurring the singer on to go through with his promise. In the end, Adrian had rummaged through the bunk 
room and found a battery driven stereo and Dave had helpfully dug out an obscure 10s cassette with a song 


he swore was simply perfect for what Bruce had in mind. Of course it was all done with tons of snickering and 
stumbling, no one holding up long enough to listen to Steve's own opinion as he offered meek protests. In the 


end, he never stood a chance. 


Settling on the old couch serving as half the kitchen section's settee during dinner, Steve was urged towards 
the middle and Nicko expectantly flipped the switch to dim the lights. Only the corner lamp remained and 
everyone's eyes were on Steve, Bruce suspiciously missing from the scenery. The bassist felt on edge, fidgety 
and uncomfortable crammed between drunk and giggly Dave and Adrian. Both men were quietly reassuring 
Steve how he would love the performance, although he knew they weren't serious. This was supposed to be a 


joke, and at his expense. On his very own birthday, at that. 


The sound of a button snapping could be heard, slow sensuous music beginning to float from behind the semi 
closed screen door dividing the bunk and main sections of the bus. Steve could just barely make out a shadow 
against the tinted plastic, a cheap imitation of proper screen glass from a time when the band couldn't afford 
fancier interiors. And then the door swung open to reveal Bruce, the three blondes roaring with laughter. Steve 


pinched his lips together but said nothing, his ears feeling warm. 


In the faint light, the outfit the singer had chosen was downright tramp warning. If it could even be referred 
to as an actual outfit. Perched on his head sat a too big aviators cap, his long auburn hair spilling in thick 
waves over his shoulders and down his back. Bruce must have feathered it, for it looked fluffy and soft to the 
touch. Around his neck, he'd wrapped a purplish see through scarf, likely left behind by one of the many 


women who had spent brief time on the bus. 


The singer's broad shoulders and muscular arms were bare, his torso clad in a half undone black leather vest: 
The silver zipper gleamed, matching the several bracelets jiggling around the man's wrists. His bottom half 

sported the tightest pair of jean shorts Bruce could have possibly found, the pant legs appeared to have been 
chopped off by scissors given their raggedy edges. This left his thick thighs bare almost all the way up to his 
ass cheeks. Steve could see this, because Bruce gave an small graceful twirl. And on the singer's feet, he still 


wore the same old ugly white socks which were almost black on the underside. 


Steve heard Nicko bellow with laughter, Bruce snickering himself as he blew kisses all around. His dimples were 
on full display, his entire being radiating some sort of aura Steve had never before sensed. The singer was 
owning his role, he was going to be a stripper for the evening. He was going to play the part of an exotic 
dancer perfectly. And Steve didn't doubt that he could master it - only the bassist wasn't into men. He knew 


it, so the entire show would be a waste of time and space. But then Bruce began to move. 


It was a slow, sinuous sway. From side to side, his hips swinging, and for the first time Steve took notice of 
Bruce's shoulder to waist to hip ratio. He almost appeared to have an hourglass figure, his waistline sharply 
defined where the snug vest sat tightly. A thin line of skin peered from between vest and shorts, revealing 
dark hair trailing down towards the singer's crotch area. Tilting his hat to the side to convey his cocky 

attitude, Bruce offered a small smirk. His lips were pouty and pink, glistening with saliva as the singer licked 


them. Next to Steve, Dave wolf whistled in encouragement. 


Now, Steve was used to Bruce's drunken antics. He'd come up with ideas like this one before, things that would 
make one question his judgement. But there was a seriousness behind this stunt, something that made it less 
of a joke and more of a serious seduction As the singer flipped his hair, his head tipping only slightly 
backwards and exposing the column of his throat, his Adams apple easily distinguishable, Steve found himself 
swallowing hard. He watched in silence, noticing the way the younger man's small but rough hands were sliding 
down the full length of his body. They caressed every curve all the way down to the thick thighs and back up 


were his fingers found the cord of the zipper, and with a familiar rasp it gave way. 


Inch by inch, Bruce's chest was exposed. Steve had seen it countless times, in dressing rooms or on hot days 
when the sun burnt bright in the sky. But somehow this was different. The bassist watched the thick hair 
dusting the other man's pecks, his toned abdomen. He eyed the navel, took in the bright pink nipples peering out 
from beneath the fur, stiff and perked. Steve's eyes widened as the singer's thumbs boldly circled them, 
exaggerating the act by making a quite convincing expression of passion. This time Adrian was the one to 


whistle, nudging Steve's side with a sharp elbow. 


The singer's hips were still swinging, keeping the rhythm as he let both hands stroke his own stomach, fingers 
splayed and the tips grazing the bulge in his shorts briefly on their way down. His hair swung along, and then 
the black leather slipped down his arms and onto the floor with a quiet thud. The bracelets jumbled in the 
process, their clinking sound faint. Another hard swallow, and Steve cringed as it came out audible. But if the 
other boys heard it, neither acknowledged it and the fear melted away, Steve finding himself transfixed as 
Bruce held his stare. Letting himself be drawn in. 


The naughty gleam in those amber orbs was one the bassist had seen a million times before while watching 
the singer seduce his prey for the night - but never before directed at him. Now they sparkled playfully, 
beckoning him with thinly veiled desire. A full blown fucking come hither look, complete with fluttering 
eyelashes, which combined with the inch after inch of slowly exposed bare flesh sent a wave of heat south to 
coil into lust at the pit of Steve's stomach. 


The bassist almost jumped up when he realized what was happening, the tingly state of his body all too telling. 
Bruce had turned his back now, shamelessly moving and writhing. This time, it was his ass swinging back and 
forth. Full, plump cheeks squeezed into those tiny shorts. The garment almost appeared as if it might burst at 
the seams, tight and stretched over the firm mounds. The singer's hands were descending, his shoulder blades 
moving and his flanks flexing. Palms briefly cupped that juicy ass, before disappearing to the front and then 


there was a pop as Bruce unbuttoned the shorts. And a second zipper rasp. 


Steve fought back the hitch of his breath. He wasn't into men, and definitely not Bruce of all people! Yet, he 
found himself unable to interfere; unable to cut the performance short. Yet, he found the lustful heat pouring 
into his balls to make them tight, felt his cock twitching treacherously. The sensuous air of the room, all 
radiating off of Bruce. Bruce who was having a blast. Bruce who was turning his normally very straight band 
mate on beyond comprehension. The embarrassment of the knowledge made Steve's face burn bright red. The 


uncomfortable state of his crotch made him try to subtly wriggle his hips and relieve pressure. 


With slow movements, the singer turned back around, palm following he length of his right fore arm from 


elbow to the wrist, to push down and discard the bracelets. They cluttered in time with the beat as they fell 
to the floor, and the singer repeated the motion for the left arm. His zipper was open, the fly parted and 
Steve could see that there was no line of underwear. Instead, thick dark wiry pubes peered out, and at the 
very bottom, the pinkish base of Bruce's cock could be seen. Once again shifting, the bassist tried hard to semi 
cross his legs, stubborn and intent on forcing the involuntary swell of his dick away. His knee accidentally 
bumped Adrian's leg, and the guitarist gave him an odd look, Steve quickly settling back down and ducking his 
head, face burning ten shades of red. 


Peering up through his bangs, the older man almost shuddered as he watched the singer raise both hands 
above his head, lacing his fingers and doing a twirl. His hair danced with each movement, catching the light like 
a waterfall of golds and browns. It was mesmerizing, and Steve knew he couldn't call it off. At least if he 
remained seated, none of the others would be paying any attention to the peculiar tent at the crotch of his 
jeans. Meanwhile, his now glazed dark eyes watched Bruce's hands come down, repositioning the hat before 


running his fingers through the long strands all the way down beneath his pecks. 


One of the singer's naughty forefingers dipped into his own navel, following the happy trail down beneath the 
flaps of his fly and then back up. Steve felt the sheen of sweat breaking out along his forehead, his cheeks 
flushed with desire and he prayed to God no one would be able to tell. It was confusing and mortifying enough 
that he had to live with he knowledge. Then Bruce's hands moved up along the jut of his hip bones until they 
found the hem of those skimpy jean shorts, the tips of his fingers dipping beneath the hem. The digits 
disappeared fully, and as the smaller man urged his hands downwards, slowly the fabric gave way. 


Nicko hollered, one of his trademark whoops followed by a loud, boisterous laughter. Dave and Ade wriggled and 
snickered. Only Steve remained transfixed, watching the milky pale tan line get exposed. Lower and lower the 
shorts slid, until Steve could see almost the full length of the other man's shaft, thick and looking just a little 
bit swollen. No wonder, the singer had always been an exhibitionist. Below it, the man's hefty balls hung, full and 
heavy. The bassist's mouth felt dry, and he liked his lips in an attempt to muster up saliva as his cock began 
throbbing tidally, each pulse making it twitch. 


A final push, and the shirts slid down Bruce's legs, joining the rest of the clothes - if they could be referred 
to as clothes - on the floor as the singer stepped out of them. To the three blondes, Bruce must look 
absolutely ridiculous with his aviator's cap sitting unevenly perched atop his head, and his dirty white socks 
pulled up above his shins. To Steve, he looked like a piece of art. More inviting and arousing than his own wife 
had been on their wedding night. More tempting than any groupie he'd turned down on the road. He was sin and 


sex all in one; alluring, enticing, and now also naked. 


Amber eyes sparkled mischievously, dimples showing as the singer offered a cheeky grin, knowing in every way 
how attractive he was. And suddenly, Steve got the notion that Bruce knew how he was reacting to it all, that 
he was being toyed with. He knew Bruce swung both ways, he'd caught the singer locking lips with another man 
before, and there were the rumours floating about. He wondered if somehow, that made the singer more 
aware and alert. It was a weird thought, but when the singer winked his eye, giving another slow twirl, Steve 


had to believe it was true. 


Completely nude, everything on display, the bassist's wide blown pupils followed the thick trail of hair all the 
way from Bruce pecks with the almost red nipples, down his toned bulky torso and to his crotch. His sex stood 
out against the pale skin that the sun hadn't kissed, balls and cock framed by a thick dusting of pubes. His face 
growing warmer, Steve caught himself wondering what that sweet treasure between Bruce's legs might smell 
like. Would it be similar to a woman? Or would it be completely different, overpowering his senses with its male 


musk? Trying not to make his own breathing stutter, Steve bit his bottom lip hard. 


Then the singer's back was to the small crowd, his ass full and round and plump. Cheeks pert and perky, and 
big. Steve would deem himself a bit of an ass man, he liked something to hold onto, somewhere to put his 
hands during sex. And Bruce's ass cheeks were huge, juicy and deliciously inviting. The bassist's fingers almost 
itched with the urge to cup those mounds, feel them fill his palms and knead them until he left dark bruises. 


Steve had never in his life thought he could be so deliriously aroused by another man. 


The singer's hands passed over the fat cheeks, giving them a soft squeeze before he singer sank to his knees 
as the song reached its climax, getting on his hands and knees effortlessly and crawling forwards on all fours. 
The movements were in no manner clunky however, but fluent and flawless like a feline stalking its prey. 
Steve's cock pulsed, a sharp bolt of lust running through his body like an electrical current when their eyes 
locked; Bruce the predator pursuing him. Licking his lips and getting up on his knees once he reached his target. 


Still with those sex eyes, long dark lashes fluttering, golden brown bangs falling over his forehead. Putting his 
callused hands on the older man's jean clad knees, spreading them apart and Steve felt the embarrassment 
creep in as the notable bulge in his jeans was gradually exposed. Sill no one said anything, but suddenly a smug 
expression crossed the singer's face. As the final few notes struck, Bruce flung his head back, hair cascading 
as he snatched his own hat before it hit the floor only to place it deliberately over Steve's bulge, successfully 
hiding the hardon from the blondes. 


As soon as the cassette stopped, Nicko began clapping his hands with a fervour, reaching over to ruffle first 
Bruce's hair, and then Steve's. He had a huge drunken grin on his face, complimenting Bruce and saying he gave 
a better display than any stripper he ever saw, and if he'd been into men he definitely would have left with a 
limp or asked for a blowjob. Adrian hummed along, nodding his head while Dave giggled, pinching Steve's cheek 
as he remarked on the blush, pointing out how the bassist much gave enjoyed his birthday gift given how 
flustered he came off. Steve asked him to not so politely fuck off. 


One by one, the blondes opted to leave. Dave slid into his bunk with his Walkman, Nick promptly passing out on 
the floor after he'd downed another couple of shots. Ade occupied the bathroom, claiming he needed a shower, 
but likely he was going the stay longer if he got sick as usual, being the light weight drinker of the band. Bruce 
had long since slipped into the bunk room to find himself some clothes, and Steve was left to his own devices, 


having made claims that he needed to pen some lyrics so at least one of them would get some work done. 


Truth was, he was desperate to make his raging hard on go down. It just wouldn't falter, his shaft still rock 
hard and pulsating, his balls pulled up close to his body. Shifting his legs back and forth, the bassist doodled 
intelligible shapes along the pages of the notebook he'd kept under the throw pillow of the settee. Not that it 
helped Steve moaned quietly under his breath as he wiggled, his thighs pressed close together and the tight 


jeans applying both adequate pressure and friction 


His head sagging forwards, the bassist felt his eyes water with frustration. Shutting them after throwing a 
quick glance towards the screen door, he let his hand drop beneath the table to cup his crotch, pressing his 
palm against the stiff length and gasping. So sensitive, he knew he wouldn't be able to wait it out, embarrassed 


to know he'd have to take matters into his own hands with the visuals of Bruce's naked body still playing 
before his inner vision. What a fucking birthday! 


